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had remarked, escorting Mary up-

town at nlht, that now the first thing
he was going to do with his share of
too rroflts was to pay her back tiut
13.000.

interrupted Bodney.
"Now what do you think of that?"

said Mary.
"Pinch rue I'm dreaning." Peale

told her.
"They say our advertising's wonder-

ful." went on Rodney, "and has creat-
ed such a demand they want to handle
the soap In town."

. Bodney went on:
"You see, wiivn I show father this

letter from Dock err he's got to admit
we've won out and supply us with
soap."

"Suppose he's still stubborn and
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Mary, and did so gleefully.

"That's gTeat," said Mr. Martin.
"You don't know Low great It Is."

assented Mary, and started for the
door. "Now I've a big surprise for
you. Rodney's not at the oHlce; he's
in there."

"What do yoa mean?"
"Only that I thought I'd handle you

less sentimentally than he would. You
see, once before I spoiled Rodney's
plan. This time I thought I ought to
fix it up for him. Rodney, Ambrose,"
she called, throwing the door open-Rodn- ey

and Peale came in.
"Rodney. It's all settled." Mary be-

gan. "Your father has come in with
us. I've the contract for all the scap

"And then." he added sententiously, j

"there "won't be anything between u.s
any more."

Something In the tone of his voice,
quite unintentional on the boy's part,
no doubt, had piqued Mary.

"You've always fussed about that,''
she said.

Something in the way she said the
word fussed piqued Bodney.

"And don't you think it's been some
!

thing to fus about?" he demanded. '

"When a fellow's best girl. hU fiancee.
takes money from a rich old man. and

ft
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. i Roi Cooper Megrue and Walter Hackett
( Don't plod-gall- op,

lop amended Peale. full of his high
spirits.

'Don't tell old Martin what I tried
do to you boys. He's the kind that

would put rae In Jail. I'll be on the
ierel. I did come here to try to trim
him. but I'll cut it out. Honest I will. "WelL you know what I mean." per-O-h.

Ambrose, I don't like be In? a slsted Rodnev. "It was darned near

Iii

""Will yoa do me a favor?"
"Why, yes. Miss"
"When Mr. Martin comes back don't

tell him that Rodney and Mr. Peale
are here or Rron9on either. Say I'm
alone."

-- Yes, inlss, but Mr. Martin has Jost
driven up in his car. He'll be here
directly."

"Hurry up, then. Tell him I'm here,
waltinr, fcr him," said Mary.
Johna went out obediently.
Tve got a gTeat Idea." said Mary.

"Yon two boys go Into that room and
Ftay there. Now listen. Keep Bron-
son there. When I ring thl buzzer
twice you call me cn this phone
there's a switch in there and never
mind whnt I say. Now hurry. I'm
going to try to make a deal with your
father."

They went out reluctantly. Mr. Mar-
tin came in.

"Hello, Misa Grayson." he said, see-
ing her; "this is another pleasant snr-prLs-e.

Where is Bodney?"
'That doesn't matter. Pm here,"

Bald Mary demurely.
"Wbere's that that Mr." he began.
"Mr. Peale?" said Mary. "Oh. Mr.

Peale's gc-n- back to the office, but he
told me tD tell you that he'd got that
contract"

' OhThTdld," did he?" said'lSlartin,
"Great great I He's a smart boy."

"We are all smart" said Mary. "Ifa
a smart firm. We've Just got a letter
from Dockery's for 10,000 cakes of 13
Soap, and this time you didn't send
the telegram."

"Dockery's, eh? Well, well! Now I'll
be frank," he said. "1 want Rodney to
come in with me and you've got to
help. You started this scheme. Now
finish It tp."

"What'n changed you all of a sud-

den?" asked Mary.
"Welt Dockery's. for one thing."

said the old gentleman. "That shows
sensational advertising does pay.
Those boys are right. I've been too
conservative, but anyhow I've got the
whip hand. Bodney can't get his soap
for Dockery's except from me, and if
I'm going to furnish 3 cent soap
that he sells wholesale for CO cents,
Pm going to be In on the profits. Any
young man who can do that Is Just
bound to have me for a partner, wheth-
er he wants me or not What do you
say. Miss Grayson?"

"I'll do all I can for Bodney," eald
Mary, looking down.

"Good. Now, what's your propose
tion?" he inquired, sitting down.

"Five hundred thousand dollars
cash," said Mary quietly.

What!" yelled Mr. Martin.
"That isn't all. We are to get 51 per

cent of the stock, you put up a fac-
tory and give Bodney $."0,000 a year,
Peale JoO.OOO and me SL'O.OOO."

Mr. Mp.rtln whistled.
"As my son once observed, what

lovely wither we're hav' g," he said.
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"Hurrah, Maryl U'b all right now!

Mnrr the buzzer twice. Al- -
t -

most instantly the telephone rang.
"Shall I answer it?" said Mary po--

lltely.
"Go ahead say I'm out" Martin

gmn ted.
"Oh. hello," said Mary in the tele-

phone, adding In an aside to Mr. Mar-

tin, "it's for me. Hello, Rodney
you've feen Bronson?"

"Bromwnr repeated Mr. Martin,
"He did?" said Mary in the tele-

phone; "why, that's a splendid offer.
I hardly dared think Brown & James
would te so generous."

"I'll uccept your proposition. Miss
n ft 4. xr. ift
hastily.

"Walt," said Mary, "nave yon
closed with Bronson yet?" she went
on. "Oh, you haven't?"

"Good," grunted Mr. Martin.
"No," Mary went on, "I think you'd

better come right up from the office
and see me before you sign anything."

"Here, let me talk to him," Mr. Mar-
tin said, andTeached for the phone,

"Oh, hello, hello," called Mary quickly
and Jiggled the belt "Oh, dear, we've
been cut off."

"I'm grateful to you," said Mr. Mar-

tin.
"Shall we sign a memorandum

now?" asked Mary a Uttle nervously.
"Sure sure Just the rough details,"

be agreed.
"Sure, never put off till tomorrow

what you can sign today," said Mary.
Mr. Martin bejan to write:
"Fifty-on- e per cent Rodney fifty

thousand And what's that young
man's name again Spiel?"

Teale," said Mary.
That certainly is one dickens of a

name 530.000 Grayson $20.000 there.
You sign here."

"No, you sign first" aId Mary. He
oIkivmiI.
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then the teuow lets nrr Jose u au in uis i

I don't see why you
can't eee that the situation's pretty ;

raw.
"Why do you say lost? I hope you

don't think It's really lost," retorted
Marr. "Don't be such a gloomy Gus."

lost And that shows you do care;
about it anyway."

"Why shouldn't I care about it?
said Mary. "Indeed I think $3,000 is a
good deal of money."

"i think it's a whole lot of money,'
said Rodney, "and you must excuse me
if I can't help wondering how a girl
In your position was able to get hold
of It." I

.t i t-- itt.n hr, xror
scornfully. "That's right. Rub it in.
I'm really ashamed of yon. Rodney

Martin. And you know perfectly well
I wasn't born a typewriter."

".Mary," he said, trying to be perfect
ly culm and persuasive, "tell me now.
You know we shall be happier."

"i don't know it at all," said Mary
obstinately.

"Mary, piease," he said, trying to
take her band. I

"No," said Mary, "I don't believe;
you'd like me if you knew."

"Please," persisted Rodney.
The lonj;, uniform rows of New Y'ork

house fronts stretched away on either
side of them in the obscurity. A red
light twinkled In one bay window, and
beneath the shade could be seen the
rows of books in a library. Near the
curb opposite an extraordinarily silent
Hmousiue had just drawn up, with a
Ilttlt? swl50 r lts rubber tires as it
came to rest, and presently a man and
a woman in Joyous evening raiment

" uuu. t .mo woman wore a peneeuy gor-
geous opera cloak, and combs flashed
in her beautifully arranged hair. The
man's linen was very white and his
silk hat very shiny. The chauffeur bad
switched on the light inside the car,
and the occupants showed a moment
brilliantly in the Jewel box of its in-- f

terior before the light went out and
the car moved oi again, wet and

.south, to the haunts of pleasure, as
Ambrose Peale would have said. A
turoh and a sob came into Mary's
voice as she saw it all, and she an- -

gweied again:
"You might hate me. And I'm tak--

jng you away from all that, which wa
yours by right"

"Come in a n.oiiient," sr!d Bodney
genllv and kindlv.

They climbed the stairs together, and
n West Indian "butler" let them in.
Bodney drew Mary into a hideous little
reception room on the ground floor.
took both the girls nanus in his ana
looked earnestly into her lovely iyes.

"You're the finest girl In the world.
Mary," he said, "and nothing could
ever turn nte against you."

In the ill lighted, ill ventilated little
parlor, illuminated for them with love's
thousand eyes, the truth came out
Mary told the whole story from the
beginning, not without some humor
and not without some satisfaction at
certain portions of it, it must be con-

fessed; told of old Mr. Martin's fret-
ting about Ellery Clark, of the bet
with F.llery's father, of her share In
the deception and of her reward in
money.

"What do I care if you really love
me." protested Bodney. "Mary, now
you must marry me."

That was a Thursday, and by Fri-
day night they were married, ko that
they could have two days of honey-
moon, anyway, before Monday, Bod-
ney said. It was all very quietly ar-
ranged in the little church.

So much for those who talk about
telepathy. Bate Saturday forenoon.

; when they sneaked down to the office.
Just to be sure that everything was all
right, certainly no one guessed what
momentous change had come into their
lives! no nnp nMvtnerl the erstnsr rhnf
thrilled unseen beneath their everyday
demeanor. J

Of course old Mr. Martin's obduracy
had been a blow, but Bod ney was
game throughout and gloriously Jiappy. i

Tje felt every inch a man now and
I

dared to cope with every difficulty,
"Shall we tell the old gentleman?"

ne asked Mary, meaning of course the
fact of their Mn married,

v0. indeed, not vet" said Marv.
Mushing ever so little. "Just let mo
wait for the psychological moment"

CHAPTER XIX.
A Wtddino Prent.

ODNKY and Mary waited, end
was rewarded once more !

by nothing less ethereal than a t

second order for soap that very

won't help us, what shall we do?" ask- -

e(j jjary.
"Oh. we'll Just hare to plod along,"

said Rodney.

"If we ever come out of this you're
going to be my partner, fifty to fifty,"
declared Hodney.

"Mr. Charles Uronson, Johnson an-

nounced.
"Oh. I rardon! I expected to

flnd Mr. Martin." said Mr. Bronson,
entering.

"I am Mr. Martin." spoke tip Rodney.
"Mr. Rodney Martin?" pursued Bron-

son.
"Yes," said Rodney.
"Just the man I wantc-- to see on

private business." said Bronson.
"0h. these are my partners," giW

- - - -
Itodner. "You can talk before them.
ThU is Mr. Teale and Mis3 Grayson."

May I present Mr"
"Charles Bronson of Brown &

James."
The man from Chicago went straight

on with his errand.
"Now about your soap?"
"Now see here," protested Rodney.
"O Lord," thought Peale, then added

aloud politely, "We're very sorry"
Mr. Bronson looked at the three in a

kind of busy wonder.
"Sorry?" he said. "Why, your 13!

Soap the last few days has had a most
remarkable sale at our store In Chi-- 1

cago."
Bodney gasped:
"You mean it is really selling?"
"Why, you seem surprised," paid

Bronson, studying their faces.
Mary pulled herself together briskly,

the first of them all.
"Oh, not-n- ot a bit," she repudiated.
Tcale longc 1 to know the whole

truth.
''You mean people are actually com-

ing into the store and buying it?" he
went on.

"At a dollar a cake," said Bronson.
"It was those page advertisements In

Chicago that did it." conceded Mary.
"Absolutely," said Peale.
Mr. Bronson wanted to know If they

would keep up their campaign. That
would have some bearing, of course,
on the subject in hand.

"Triple it," said Peale from the bot-
tom of his heart.

"Good, good:" seid Mr. Bronson.
"We foresee a tremendous sale for
your goods. It's an amazing soap. Do
you control the company yourself?"

"Oh. entirely," said Bodney.
"Then I can deal with you," Bronson

began again.
"With us all of us," Bodney assert-

ed, and Bronson went on:
"We should be glad to contract now

for 2.WK cakes, with deliveries to be-
gin next week."

Mary, whose brain had been going
like lightning, now took a hand.

"Our capacity just at present is lim-

ited." she said cautiously.
"Yes, we have so many orders on

hand."agreed Bodney. "Here's an idea."
he said. "In view of our press of or-

ders, would you entertain the idea of
paying us merely for the use of our
trademark, without any soap at all?"

"Yes, I think we would." Bronson
said. "Your trademark Is. of course,
your biggest asset You would give us
your formula?"

"Yes, if we still have tliat cook
book," blurted Peale.

"I beg pardon," said Bronson.
'Nothing, nothing. Have a cigar,"

said Peale.
"I've got the cook book," said Mary.
"You can have the formula," Bodney

agreed.
Mr. Bronson cleared his throat and

went on:
"With a license from you to use the

title, I daresay we could arrange to
have the soap manufactured by Cyrus
Martin of the soap trust"

"How much would you pay for the
trademark?" put in Mary.

"I should have to call up our Chicago
office." said Bronson. "But I think I
can safelv sav we should b nrenared
to offer you at least $200.000."

Peale gasped, but controlled himself
in time to say "Indeed!" In a very gen- -

teel tone of voice.
"Can I have an option at that fig- -

ure7" pursued Bronson.
"No." said Mary.
"Yes." said Peale.
"No," said Mary again, loudly and

resolutely.
"No," said Bodney, following her

lead.
"nadn't we better discuss the mat-

ter a little more fully first among our-
selves?" she said sweetly.

"Yes," said Mr. Bronson tactfully.
Terhaps I could wait somewhere for

a few minutes."
"Yes, do please in the next room,"

suggested Mary.
Mr. Bronson stepped to the door.

"Why nct give him an option at a
quarter of a million?" asked Bodney.

"Because maybe we can get more
money than that out of your father,"
Mary saU qulel,r

I:cxlnej kUseJ Ler Peale coQghed.
Mary gald nothmg more, for at that, . . T . ,
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I J"oa nt.
"Then I don't care what the arrange

ment U," cried Bodney. "now that we
can make good. Twenty per cent of
profits and any salary."

"Twenty per cent! Why, she btin- -

kocd me out of 51 per cent and half a
million down!" growled his father.

"Half a million:" gasped Peale.
"You did?" asked Bodney. "Mary,

you are a wonder."
Mary turned to Mr. Martin.
"And by the terms of my contract

wltlTyovTyou now owe 'me 10 per cei.
of what Bodney has made $50,000."

"What contract?" asked Bodney o.
Mary.

Mr. Martin growled and snorted.
"So that's why yuu held me up, eh?'

he sputtered. "Just to get your 10 per
cent Say, young lady, I've got a lot
of other money that you are overlook-
ing."

"Father, what do you mean?' Bod-
ney queried.

"I'll tell you what I mean," said his
father. "She got engaged to you to
make you go to work. She only left
me to keep you on the job because I
promised her 10 per cent of what you
earned. All the time that she's been
pretending she would marry you ehe s
been making use of you."

"You owe me $r0,0X). Can I have
the check, please?" said Mary quietly.
. "Yes," said the soap king, "if you'll
quit now get out of here for good.
I'm disappointed."

"What's the difference?" asked Mary.
"If I'd really loved him you'd have
objected to his marrying only a type-
writer."

"Objected! If you'd been on the lev-

el I'd have been proud to have you
for my daughter," said the father,
handing bis check to Boduej.

"Hurrah, Mary! It's all right now!"
cried Bodney.

"What is this- -a joke?" said Martin.
"Certainly it is. You put up a Joke

on Mary and me, and I thought we'd
put up one for you. Mary has told
me about that contract already."

"You mean you're going to marry
her?" asked his father.

"Certainly not." said Bodney.
"Why aren't you going to marry

her?" demanded Martin.
"Because we are married already

-- married yesterday," said Bodney
proudly. "And we thought before we
told you of our marriage we'd get her
percentage for a wedding present"

Mr. Martin whistled.
"By George, you boys were right!

I am an old fooL Anyhow I'll win
that bet from old John Clark."

"Now for Mr. Bronson." said Mary.
"You boys know Bronson?" asked

Mr. Martin.
"Oh. yes!" said Mary. "We had a

long talk with him right in this room
about a proposition from Brown Sc.

James."
Mr. Bronson, who had come in, turn-

ed to Bodney.
"But I thought I was dealing with

you"
"No, sir; with me. Now, what's your

proposition?" demanded the soap king.
"A quarter of a million cash Just for

the trademark," said Bronson.
"A quarter of a million?" said Mar-

tin scornfully to the quailing Bronson.
"Why, you ought to be ashamed of
yourself to try to trim these poor boys
like that"

The excitement of putting through an
I

I important deal, the winning of the bet
from John Clark, the reclamation of

' O . 1 ! f.l.....his boy uouney anu nnaiij imuuej a
' marriage with Mary urayson. some

thing he had always wanted, ex-

hilarated him. He squared away like
Ambrose Peale. for all the world, and
let Bronson have a full blast

"You know that 13 Soap Is worth
half a million in Chicago aloneT
he shouted. "And you try to take
advantage of these kids' Ignorance.
Why, It's outrageous, but you can't
trim me. No, sir we wouldn't take a
million. Do you know that the Bingo
cracker trademark is valued at six
mOOn 4 K TI,..,,w Tt An uiinrk at ton' V
million and our trademark is better

i than theirs? We're going to advertise
' all over the world That's what ad-

vertising means the power of sugges
tionthe psychology of print. AH you
have to do Is to s.ny a thing often
enough and hard enough and 97 per
cent of the publlc'll fail."

"Well, father." laughed Mary, hear-
ing this torrent of advertising talk
from these erstwhile conservative B;.
"You've got religion."

Mr. Martin took out a large silk
handkerchief and blew his note quite
loudly.

"I'll settle J 100,000 on the first grand-
child." he said. "Just for luck."

"Well, well." said Ambrose Peale.
with a suspicious twinkle In his eye.
"Believe me. It pays to advertise,"

tux rfrx

RIVAL ATTRACTIONS.

"Where's that hotel that uei to

advertise 'All tho Comforts of Home
fur One Dollar'?"

"Busted 1. p. The hotel opposite
but up a sign: Non of tk I):s-11- -

comforts of Home for Tv.o
lars'."

China yearly sends $: 0.000 worth
cf peanuts to the United SUitee.

SYNOPSIS
1"Old Cyrcs Martin. th head of tr, Amer

Iran oap trust, mak- - a bet of tO.O with '
A frlen5. John Clark, a rival noapmaker,
that h!s (?Jartin's) son Bodney would Le
making more raon-- y at the nd of a year
tran Clark's son Ellery.

Maln takes . pretty sr-reto-
ry. Mary

Gra t n. Into hin confMfnce and enlists
hT Itolney has be n a
s;ndthrlft, and tli father wants to make I
2.1ca reform arid n to work.

Mary meets Rodney, and the Bon pro-I''- -s

marriage to h"r. Rodney tflU his
father about l's proposal, and the oil man
pretends Kreit an?rr. He tells Mry he
will disinherit Rodney.

Rodney de-- s hj, father, and Mary U
deeply touched at the lad s genuine affec-
tion for her. Mary makes a financial bar-
gain with Martin to encourage the son to
go to work.

!

Ambrose Teale, press nt. meets Rod- -
!

r.ey and agrees to go into business w'th
the lad on a salary ba:. Kodn. has
Tenolved to po lrto the soap Industry and
tuck the trust. j

Rodney, Reale and Mary rto Into tb ;

roap trade together. Rodney then en- -

ceavors to borrow ro.x as capital for
2.1a nwly formt i company

go
The ofTiCes of the "13 Soap company" i

are or.ened, and thev flllvertl it na
met expensive soap In the world." Teale
talks advertising continually.

The 13 Ho,'ip company finds its expense 1

rery heflvy. and flnanrial rocks loom
ahead. Their chief businesH seems to
lave been to p?nd money fr advertising
unner reaie s directions. t

An 'alleged countess. "whS has arPea?fd
!

n the scene, denlrea to purchase the
French right for the e;Ue of "13 Soap" ,

and produces a draft for I20A which Lh9
tiea.'-e- s to have caahl.

j

The "counters" Is Fhown to bo an 1m- -
-- 05tor and despair settles over the 13 Soap
company, firm lntrx.uces her. how- -
ever. to Ellery Clark. Father Martin via- - to
its the onices. I

, - ..... ' h
jiarxin. zcaring rumors inn tne r.er

company would Injure bis business and
might break the trut. offers to buy out
the firm for J10O.OOO and give Rodney,
Teale and Mary Kood positions. Then he
learr.a that the company is "tU.ad broke."

EudJenly out of a clear sky comes ?.n
order for DO.CM) cakes of 13 Soap from tt
prcat firm of Ii; own & James of Chicago.
"The tide has turned." the trio now de-
clare.

The 13 Soap company having no factory
cannot deliver. The trio endeavor to buy
the cake3 from branch offices of the Mar-
tin trust They fail to uet the neceary
number, but send 5.CM) cakes.

Mary, In despair, calls n oil Martin.
Rodney alo appears. Thare tliey both
Icarn that the father caused th sending
cf the telegram from Brown A Jamc?.
Naturally they are amazed and morticed.

Peale arrives. lie discourses at length
to old Martin on the value of advertising
and explains that tho money eent or.
booming 13 Soap was not w3ted. llartm
is unconvinced.

At last the partial shipment of 13 Boap,
which had been snt to Chicago, begins
to aelL Urown & Jamc2 send a man to
the Martin home to announce that the
E,0X cakes were gona at $1 apiece. They
want mora

Martin, antonlshed. Is forced to realize
that Teale'a advertisinsr did It all. A ileal
Is finally concluded in which for a t!g
um Brown & James taJte over the trade-

mark and formula cf 13 Soap.

Martin discovers i":at Mary and Rodney
Stave married, and he wins his bet with
Ellery Clark's father. That "It pays to
advertise" the old man will never again
ddny.

" nut i ua e sti-- n utm, unr&eii me
countess, "and he give ine no satisfac-
tion. If I cannot get any soap I muxt
have my money, one or the other, or
I put him In the Jail. lie is n cheat.
1 have here ze contract. I sue him In
the court."

"My dear lady, you mustn't feel that
way," aid Martin, trying to soothe
ber.

"Feel! Ah. rson dleu." she crle. , "I
trick no one. 1 play fair, I am an hon-
est woman." And she went off int.)
a long spovrh in Frvnoh, at the end of
which she took out an alleged contract
and waved it at him frantically.

"But I don't understand French,"
paid Mr. Martin.

"Pardon, monsieur.' said the count-
ess; "always when I am excited 1

Fpeak the French. But if you love
your .ion you pay me back or eNe he
g j to Jail. What you say?"

"But $lö. H a 1"! of money,"
remonstrated the soap king, too ueute
of course to give In nt one. to"Yes. lint it is more to me than it

Inis to you," argued the lady. "You pay
me or he go to prl-o- n. Now what you
tay?"

At this crucial moment Ambrose Peale
made his entrance, and o!d Martin for
once in bis life whs glad to read his

j

tUine oa the card in Johnson's tray.
"By (leorge. Just the man I want to

Ree!" he said, in great relief, but for-
tunately not mentioning Peale's name
fc'oud. "Show him right In. Hold on.
bold on. Now, dache, if vou don't
mind. Jut step into this room a tu'n- -

Ote, be auiietl. s:imii:g me uuvt-i-- j

come lady of title out through a door ,

va mr ieii.
"Very well." fl!d the Lady. "I gr.

I wait. But in fifteen minutes if I do
not get the $1"." I g t my lawyer's
and your von -- p. of. he is dct.e!"

Meanwhile Mr. Martin turned to
Johnson.

"Did you he
asked.

"Ye-- , sir. He hasn't come In yet
t .. 1

"If you rea-- h him while Mr. Peale's
her don't mention llodney's name. J

es, sir.'
ale eriten!. and lie nnd the soap

kin? str'K-- Are almost nt nnce
"Xow, see here, roups man." bejran

Martin, quite Indignant at the coun-
tess story.

"Now, one moment. Mr. Mnrtin."
Peale bean. "I just want to say that

am a man of a few words. This
isn't advertising it's personal. I
know you don't like me."

"Why do you say that?" Martin ask-
ed curiously.

"Because I'm a pretty wle gin!:' !

said Peale.
"Well, you are a bit freh ." Mr. Mar-

tin agreed.
'Fresh? Well, I fcuess that's right

too," Peale went on. "Put that's me
I'm not your style. Here's the idea.

Your son has been immense to me.
Oreat kid, and It struck me the reason
you wouldn't back him was because I
was mixed up In his business. So I
li,t rnmo to mv If thnt's: tho ltiin- -

tion. why, I'm out. that's all and you
ahead with him alone."

T" V I . t . . . 1 . . . . t . . .luulll'1 Ke.ii mtmiem.
his big emotional scene. But when it
came at last, after all his ponderlns?
an- - planning, it seemed very Hat and
'jntmnortant. And for the life of 1dm
ho mnl,l nnf box-.- . t.M how th r?.t
magnate was taking it.

"You're not a partner?" the soap
king asked him at bust.

"I should s:iy not. I'm Just a hired
hnil(L U. rouM (.au mft moment.
but lies not the kind of guj- - whod do
that"

, . .
r"Jn l eu 1 ),,ver u M- -u

rualce a deal
"I should say not," said P-nb- . "Why,
e and Miss Grayson do all the sign

ing. If I could hare sicned contracts
I'd have spent $1."mVn)0 in advertising.
And, believe me, you ought to back
him. been use honest, Mr. Martin, it's a
great s heme the 1? Soap. On the
b.Vl.i if rH handled right and thi imb- -

A

lleitv end is"
"Now, don't get started on advertis-

ing," Martin lnterpo.ved, holding up his
hand.

"That's rlrht. too." said Ambrose
lamely. "Well, I guess that's all. I
wanted to tell you how I stood about
Ilodney. That's oil my chest, so good
afternoon."

Mr. Martin gave a good look at this
young man, who was Milling to sacri-
fice himself for Bodney, but outwardly
l.e did nut relent.

"Walt, a minute," he said presently.
"What did you boys mean by trimming
that poor countess on the French
rights?"

"Jumping Jupiter! lias she been
here?" asked Peale. again alert.

Mr. Martin explained that she was
here now, that she said she'd put Bod-
ney In jail for fraud unless Mr. Mar-

tin made good that $1.",m).
"I've got to pay her; can't see the

boy disgraced," lie concluded.
"Saj-- , if you'd like to save that $15,-00- 0.

I'll fix it (or you." sioke up Peale.
"But she's got a contract," said Mr.

Martin.
"I'll get it for you cheap," Peale an-

swered him. "Pardon me. sir, but I
know how to handle dames like her."

CHAPTER XVIII.
A Wedding.

R. MARTIN looked at Peale

M again. Ambrose's mission had
siii reeded In a way he did not
suspect.

"Mr. Peale. I like you." said old Mar-

tin.
"Huh!" said Peale.
"Have a cigar';" asked Martin.
.iuoioe ioov u, leeunu ot uer iu.iu
e nau umi ior umu uaj s.
no uouoeie.1 iu.j wiuu mm. uuuu

guy meant presently wnen ne suick
his head in and announced to his mas-
ter that he had telephoned that party,
who was at his otlice now. He heard
Martin mutter:

"Good, ginnt Peale. I've got to go
out on an important soap deal. Oh. by
George. I nearly forgot." he added.
"There's another matter I must attend

tirst. Peale. you'll lind the countess
there. Do the best you can. We'll

settle the details when I get back.
Make yourself at heme."

"Mire. This cigar's great company,"
said Peale. He strutted up and down
ccckily on the thick rug. He must at- -

tend to the countess, he remembered.
and no fooling. So he went over to the
door behind which she was hiding and
threw It open with a flourish of fake
French.

"Countess de Bull Bun." he rattled
on. "De Jule de Joie pollteru no-

blesse oblig."
You ought to take up French, An--

rose, she saiu sweetly, " lour ac
cent's immense. Well, little sweet-heart"- -

"Jsny, what are you doing In these
pars?" Ft ale Interrupted her.

"Oh. I came to see Mr. Martin," she
said lightly.

"What for?"
"What do you think?"
"See here now. If you're aiming to

trim the old man I won't stand for it"

..Ambrose, do me at.othcr favor," the
countess begged,

wm u ur

grafter."
"Nix. nix." said Peale. "He left rae

here to settle It. Where l the contract? !

Come on. (limine gimme" I

"You mean you've been on all the
time?" cried the countess.

"Sure." j

"And you let rae sit there .

all over the place ncainT
"Gimme gimme"
"Oh. I suppose I've got to. Oh. I'm

pick of soap anyhow. Thirteen may
be lucky for you boys, but it has been
a hoodoo for me."

She handed over the contract to him
gracefully enough.

"And now, my little hearts of let- -

tuce," Peale chanted, "lim concludes
your portion of the evening's entertain- -

ment."
"You are an IS carat kid." said the

countess. "Tn, ta," she added. "Ring
me up some day."

"So long," said Ambrose. "Be good."
And so he assisted at the dismissal

of one of Mr. Martin's callers that aft- -

ernon. Of the first, of Mr. Bronson
of Chicago and his WVKX) cakes, he
had not yet heard. Perhaps this was
Just as well. The mood of Ambrose
this Saturday afternoon had grown far
too genial anyway.

'

Into the mMdle of thU mood, jut as
he was showing the countess to the
door, with no intervention bv the
faithful Johnson, burst --Mary, follow-- ,
ed bv Iiodney In a tearing hurry. I

They stopped abruptly when they saw
Ambrose.

"Oh. have you seen father?" Bodney
asked. "Is he here?"

"I'm waiting for him now," Peale
answered.

"It's most important," said Mary
breathlessly.

"You remember the countess." Pealo
,

put in cautiou-iy- .
They nil bowed, embarrassed, and

th-r- e was an awkward pause, which
the countess broke.

"Well, I guess I'm not wanted." she
said persoicaciously, looking shrewdly ;

at the trio, "so I'll trot. I'll trot. So
long, you 13 soapsuds." j

Ahis for the inequalities of this ;

world! If for Ambrose Peale these

j

: . 'r" '.;: y. ..-.- ;
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There Was a "Grand Makeup."

pM (lnvs for nodncy
anj Marv tuey naj keen all the color
of r(,M,s

Much historv had passed over their
heads as well as the company's in the
hours leading up to their visit to Mr.
Martin's library and their foregather -

Ir.g there with Ambrose and the count- -

ess. The order from Brown & James
had begun It, and that was really tlie
soap kings fault, since he bad waved
his monopolistic wand and caused the
false order to spring up out of the
ground, and Mary's $:..00 contribu- -

tion to the soap company's capital had
developed It which may also be said
to have been the fault of the old mag-

nate.
The Brown & James order was espe-

cially to blame, however, because it
had made the future look assured and
rosy and encouraging, so that together
they had taken the plunge. In the illu-

minated moments which followed the
50.t00 flash Mary's reluctance had dis-

appeared, Rodney's ardor had redou-
bled, and In the reaction of a lovers
quarrel and a "grand makeup," as
Mary said, they had gone on to the
Uttle Church Around the Corner and
been married. That was the wholo
story. Beally and truly it was all old
Mr. Martin's fault and prearranged b

him from the beginning, as Mary tolJ.
herself again and again, defending her
self against Rodney's father's possible
wrath when tho npws of his son's mar--

rf typewriter.should bo broken
. to

The cmarrel came, as quarrels and
April show en are apt to do. out of a
Clear and serene skr. In th general

morning. It was from Dockery s, and The door had no sooner closed on
this time they simply must till it They j Mr. Bronson than the board of di-bo- th

agreed, wherefore they had flown rectors of the 13 Soap company went
at once to Mr. Martin's house la the j into immediate special session.
mwsi or men-- noneymoon. ;

They arrived while Mr. Bronson of I

Chicago was putting in his half hour!
by feeding peanuts to the chip--

munk 3 In Central park. They found ;

oulr Ambrose tnere. tnougn very muci
t home; and Ambrose, of course, once ,

the countess was disposed of, wanted
to koow what the excitement was all
about Mary told him. It seemed that:
Jwt aTier they got to the office that j

corning a fetter from Dockery had ,

corn in.
call him 'ttat party I II under--Mi


